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Queen. Fye Coward woman, and foft harted wretch, 
Haft thou not fpirit co curfe thine enemy, 

Sufi. A plague vpon them : wherefore fihould I curffe 
them? 

Would curfes kill, as doth the Mandrake* grone, 
I would inuent as bitter fcarching termes, 
As curft, as harfh, and horrible to hcare, 
Dcliucr'd ftrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many fignes of deadly hate, 
As leane-fae'd enuy in her loathfome cane. 
My tongue fhould ftumblc in mine carneft words, 
Mine eyes flhould fparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine haire be fixt an end, as cm diftraft : 
I,cuery ioynt fhould fecme to curfe and ban, 
And eucn now my burthen'd heart would breakc 
Should I not curfe them. Poy fon be their drinke. 
Gall, worfe then Gal!, the daintieft that they tafte : 
Their fweeteft (hade, a grouc of Cypreflc Tree j : 
Their checfeftProfpcft, murd'ringBafiltskes: 
Their fofteft Touch, as (mart as Lyzards {tings: 
Thetr Mufieke, frightf iill as the Serpents hifle, 
And boadingScreech-Owlcs, make the Confort full. 
All the foule terrors in darke feated hel l 

Enough fweet Suffoike,thou totment'ft thy fclfe, 
And thefe dread curfes like the Sunne 'gainft glafic, 
Or like an oucr-cbargedGun, recoile, 
And turnes the force of them vpon thy fetfe. 

Sufi. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leaue? 
Now by the ground that I am bamfh'd from, 
Well could I curfe away a Winters night, 
Though ftandtng naked on a Mountaine top, 
Where by ting cold would neucr let grafle gtow, 
And thinke it but a minute fpent in fporc. 

Qu. Oh, let me intreat thee ccafe,giue me thy hand, 
That I may dew it with my mournfull tea ei : 
Nor let the raine of heauen wet this place, 
To wa/h away 0 my wofull Monuments. 
Oh, could this kifTe be printed in thy hand, 
That thou mighfft thinke vpon thefe by the Scale, 
Through whom a thoufand fighes are breath d for thee. 
So get thee gone, that I may know my grcefe, 
'Tis but furmi7A1, whiles thou art ftandfng by, 
As one that furfets, thinking on a want : 
I will rcpeale thee, or be well affur'd, 
Aducnrure to be bamfhed my felfe : 
And banifhed I am, if but from thee. 
Go, fpeake not to me ; eucn now be gone. 
Oh go not yet. Euen thus, two Friends condemned, 
Embrace, and kifle, and take ten thoufand leaues, 
Loather a hundred times to part then dye \ 
Yet now farewell, and farewell Life with thee. 

Sufi. Thus is poore Suffolke ten times banifticd, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 
Tis not the Land 1 care for, wer't thou thence, 
A Wilderneffe rs populous enough, 
So Suffolke hadihy heauenly company : 
For where thou art, there is the World it fclfe, 
With eucry feuernll pleafure in the World : 
And where thou art not, Defohtion. 
I cart no more: Liuethou to toy thy life; 
My fclfc no icy in nought, but that thou liu'ft. 
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Whether goes Pi0#fo fad? Whatnewcsl 

prefhec? 


Vanx. TofignificvntohisMaiefty^ 
That Cardinall 'Bedford is at point ofdeath 
For fodainly a grecuous fickneffc tookc him 
That makes him gaspe, and ftare, and cai 
Blafphcming God, and curfing men on carrf 
Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Humfrtes r \ 
Were by his fide : Sometime, he callcs th c v ° ft 
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him & % 
The fecrets of his oiier-charged foule * 
And I am lent to tell his Maieftie, 
That euen now he cries alowd for him.' 

SI*. Go tell this heauy Menage to'the K\« 

AyemcJWhatisthis World? What newest l fj 
But wherefore greeuc I at an hourespoorc lo7 ei 
Omitting SufFoIkese X ile,myfoulesTrear U re> 
Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee ? 
And with the Southerne clouds, contend in teareo 
Theirs for the earths encreafe, mine for nw 
Now get thee hence.the K,ng thou kiWfl J 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead n l 

Sufi If I depart from thee, I cannot Hue 
And in thy fight to dye, what were it elfc • 
But like a pleafant (lumber in thy lap } * 
Heere could I breath my foule into the ayre 
As miide and gentle as the Cradle-babe * 
Dying with mothers duggc betweene it's lips 
Where from thy fight, I fnould be raging ma J 
And cry out for thee to clofe yp mine eyes ; 1 
To haue thee with thy lippes to flop my mo ' uth; 
So fhoukfft thou eycher turne my fty ;il g foule ' 
Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body, ' ' 
And then it liu'd in fweete Elizium. '* 
To dye by thee, were but to dye in ieft, 
From thee to dye, were torture more theft death ; 
Oh let me flay, befall what may befall. 

Away : Though parting be a frecfull corofiue 
Ir is applyed to a dcathfull wound. 
To France fweet Suffolke : Let me heare from thee: 
For wherefoere thou arc in this worlds Globe 
> He haiie an Iris that fhall finde thee out. 
Sufi. I go. 

Qu. And take my heart with thee. 

Sufi Ale well lockt into the wofulftCaske, 
That eucr did containe a thing of worth, 
Euen as a fplitted Barke, fo funder we : 
This wayfall I to death. 

This way for me. Exmt 

Enter the King, Salisbury, andWamk^mhe 
Cardinal in bed* 

King. How fare's my Lord ? Speake 'Beattford to thy 
Soueraigne. 

Ca .If thou beeft death,Ile giue thee Englands Trcafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland,^ 
So thou wilt let me liue,and feele no paine. 

King. Ah, what a figne it is of cuill life, 
Where death's approach is feene fo terrible. 

War. Beaufbrd, it is thy Soueraigne fpcakes to thee. 
*Beau* Bring me vnto my Triall when you will. . 
Dy'de he not in his bed? Where ftiould he dye ? 
Can I make men Hue where they will or no h 
Oh torture me no mort, I will confeffe. 
Aliue againc? Then (hew me where he is, 
He giue a thoufand pound to looke vpon him. 
He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them. 

Comb. 
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C ? r 11 twigs fet to catch my winged foule : 

GlU :?he ftrong poyfon that I bought ot him. 

K° Oh thou ctcrnall mouer of the heauens, 

\ ffiith a gentle eye vpon this Wretch, 

tt^awaythebufiemedlingFiend, 

°J vc s ftrong fiege vnto this wretches foule/ 

J?SS his-bofpme purge this blacke difpaire. 

V r Sec how the pangs ofdeath do make him grin. 

S Difttnbe him not, let him palTc peaceably. 

£ peace to his foule, ifGods good pleafure be. 
I ^ard'oall, if thou think'ft on heauens bhfle, 
B VP thy ^nd, make fign^il of thy hope. 
Sics arid makes no figne : Oh God forgiue him. 

y*r. So bad a death, argues a monitrous lire. 

KM. Forbeare to iudge, for we arc (inner* all. 
Clofe vp his eyes, and draw the Curtaine clofe, 
Andletvs allto Meditation. Sxemt. 

i/iUrtm* fight a* $ ea * Ordnance goes off. 

Enter Lieutenant^ Suffolke, and others, 
lieu. The gaudy blabbing and remorfcfull day, 
IscreptintothebofomeoftheSea: ^ 
Andnow loud holding Wolues aroufe the lades 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night : 
Who with their drowfie, llow,and flagging wings 
Ckapedc3d-mcns graues, and from their milly Iawes, 
Breath foule contagious darknefle in the ayre : 
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, 
Forwhilftour Pinnace Anchors in the Downcs, 
Heere (hall they make thcit ranfome on the fand, 
Or with their blood ftaine this difcoloured fliorc. 
Maifter,this Prifoner freely giue I thee, 
And thou that art his Mate, make boote ofthis : 
The other Walter whitmore is thy fhare. 

1. fynt. What is my ranfome Mafter,Iet me know. 
Ma.h thoufand Crowncs, or eli'e lay down your head 
Mate. And fo much fhall you giuc,or oft goes yours* 
lieu. What thinke you much to pay 20oo.Crownes, 

Andbeare the name and port of Gentlemen ? 
Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you (hall : 
The Hues of thofe which we haue loft in fight, 
Becountcr-poys'd with fuch a pettie iumrne. 
x.Gent 9 Jlegiuc it fir, and therefore fparemy life. 

2. G>r. And fo will I,and write home for it ftraight, 
Whitm. I loft mine eye in laying the prize aboord, 

And therefore to reuenge it, (halt thou dye, 
And fo fhould thefe, if I might haue my will. 
Lieu, Be not fo rafh, take ranfome, let him liue. 
Srf. Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, 
Rate meat what thou wilt, thou fhalt be payed. 

whit. And fo am I : my name is Walter whitmore. 
How nowfwhy ftarts thou? What doth death affright? 

Suf, Thy name affrights me, in whole found is death: 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
And told rne that by Water I fhould dye : 
Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded, 
Thy name is Gmltter^tmg rightly founded. 

Wbit t Gualtter or Walter , which it is 1 care nor, 
Metier yet did bafe difhonour blurre our name, 
5ut with our fword we wip'd away the blot. 
Therefore, when Merchant-like 1 fell reuenge, 
Broke be my fword, my Armcs torne and defae'd, 
And I proclaim^ a Coward through the world. 


Sufi. Stay Whitmore^ for thy Prifoner is a Prince, 
The Duke of Suffolke, William de la Pole* 
Whit* The Duke of Suffolke, muffled vp in ragges ? 
Sufi. I, but thefe ragges arc no part of the Duke. 
L/>/i/ButIoue was neucr flainc as thou (halt be, 
Obfcure and lowfie Swaine, King Henries blood, 

Sufi. The honourable blood of Lahcafter 
Muft not be fhed by fuch a iaded Groomc : 
Haft thou not kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foor-cloth Mule, 
And thought thee happy when I (hooke my head. 
How often haft thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my Trencher, kneeFd downe at the boord, 
When I haue feafted with Q^ieene Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let ic make thee CrelWalne, 
I, and alay this thy abortiue pride : 
How in our voyding Lobby haft thou flood, 
And duly wayced for my comming forth ? 
This hand ofmine hath writ in thy bchalfe, 
And therefore (hall it charme thy riotous tongue* 

Whit. Speak Captaine, (hall I ftab the forlorn Swain. 
Lieu. Firft let my words ftab him,as he hath me. 
Sufi. Bafe flaue, thy words are blunt and fo art thou. 
Lieu. Conney him hcnce,and on our long boats fide a 
Strike off his head. SufiThou dar'ft not for thy owne. 

Lieu. Poole^ Sir Poole} Lord, 
I kennell, puddle, finke,whofc filth and dirt 
Troubles the filuer Spring,where England drinkes: 
Now will I dam vp this thy yawning mouth, 
For fwallowing the Treafure of the Realme. 
Thy lips that kift the Queene, fhall fweepe the ground j 
And thou that fmil'dft at good Duke Humfiries death, 
Againft the fenfelcfle windes fhall grin in vaine, 
Who in contempt (hall hifle at thee againc. 
And wedded be thou to the Hagges of hell, 
For daring to affye a mighty Lord 
Vnto the daughter of a worthleffe King, 
Hauing neyther Subieft, Wealth, nor Diadem : 
By diuellifh policy art thou growne great, 
And like ambitious Sylla ouer-gorg 5 d,« 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart* 
By thee AniotfmA Maine were fold to France. 
The falfe reuoking Normans thorough thee, 
Difdaine to call vs Lord, and Ticcardie 
Hathflaine their Goucrnors, furpriz'd our Forts, 
And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home. 
The Princely Warwicke, and the Neuils all, 
Whofe drcadfull fwords were neuer drawne in vaine. 
As hating thee 3 and rifing vp in armes . 
And now the Houfe of Yorke thruft from the Growne, 
By fhamefull murther of a guiltleffe King, 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 
Burnes with renenging fire, whofe hopefull colours 
Aduance our halfe-fac'd Sunne, ftriuing to {hine ; . 
Vndcr the which i-s writ, Inuitis nubibsa. 
The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes, 
And to conclude, Reproach and Bcggerie, 
Is crept into the Pallace of our King, 
And all by thee : away, conuey him hence. 

Sufi. O that I were a God, to (hoot forth Thunder 
Vpon thefe pahry,fcruile,abieft Drudges : 
Small things make bafe men proud. This Villaine hecre^ 
Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Then TZargulus the ftrong lllyrian Pyratc. 
Drones fucke not Eagles blood, but rob Bee-hiues : 
It is impoflGblc that 1 (hould dye 


